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    For the Coven.
You know who you are. The ones who linger in the dark corners of the library and crave the stories that bite back. Consider this a forbidden morsel, crafted specifically for your voracious appetites.
Devour it.
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The last pair of linen breeches slipped from Aelyvria’s fingers into the shallows, forgotten the moment the water stirred where no current should have been. She didn’t gasp—she knew better than to startle the things that lived beneath the surface. Instead, she went very still, watching the black mirror of the river split open like a blossom.

Nokck rose without sound, water sheeting off the sculpted planes of his chest, his skin so pale it seemed to drink the moonlight. His fingers, long and faintly webbed, stretched towards her. Not a demand. An invitation. His eyes held hers—dark, endless pools that promised the slow drag of the undertow, the kind of drowning a woman might beg for.

Aelyvria exhaled softly, her bare toes digging into the silt. The river lapped at her calves, warmer than it had any right to be. She stepped forwards, the shift of her hips parting the water in quiet surrender. His hand, when it closed around hers, was cooler than the night air, slick as riverweed. The moment his fingers interlaced with hers, something unraveled low in her belly—not fear, but profound, psychological recognition, stirring the mythic bond between them.

"Yes," she murmured, the word barely louder than the ripple against the bank. "Take me down with you."

The river sighed around them as Nokck drew her deeper, his fingers interlaced with hers like roots tangling in the current. Aelyvria’s linen shift clung to her thighs, transparent now, the fabric alive with the river’s pull.

His skin beneath her palms was cooler than the water, slick as polished stone, yet where he touched her, heat bloomed—a contradiction that made her pulse skip. His free hand traced the curve of her waist, fingertips dragging lightly enough to raise gooseflesh, and when he reached the small of her back, he pressed. Not dominance. A question.

She answered by arching into him, her nipples pebbling against the wet linen. The sound he made was half hum, half ripple, vibrating through the water between them. His mouth found the hollow of her throat, tongue flicking once—testing the salt of her skin—before sealing over her pulse. Aelyvria gasped, her fingers tightening in his hair as he drank the sound from her lips.

He guided her face up, capturing her lips in a kiss that tasted of midnight and moonlit waters. His tongue swept into her mouth, a slow, sensual glide that coaxed a sigh from her very soul, deepening the connection until she forgot how to breathe. His teeth grazed her collarbone, not intense, but present, a reminder of what lived beneath his human skin.

The river adjusted around them, currents curling like living things against her thighs. Nokck’s hands slid down her back, fingers splaying just above the swell of her ass, the webbing between them flexing against her skin—strange, thrilling. He lifted her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around his waist, the water buoying her as if it too wanted this. His erection pressed against her, smooth and firm beneath the water’s sheen, the heat of him at odds with the coolness of his skin.

When he rocked forwards, the wet linen between them did nothing to mute the sensation. The drag was exquisite—frictionless where his skin met hers, textured where the fabric clung, resisting just enough to make her hips jerk for more. Nokck groaned against her shoulder, the vibration traveling straight to her core. He moved again, slower this time, letting her feel every inch as he rolled his hips in a motion that was less thrust and more undulation, like the river itself coaxing her open.

Aelyvria’s head fell back, the stars above blurring as he nipped a path down her chest. The linen tore with a sound like ripping seaweed, his fingers hooking in the fabric to bare her to the water and his mouth. His tongue circled one nipple, then the other, the water’s warmth and his cool lips making her squirm. She could feel him smiling against her skin as he sucked gently until her nails scored his shoulders, and he rewarded her with a bite that sent lightning down her spine.

Then he was gone—slipping beneath the surface with barely a ripple. The river closed over his dark hair so smoothly it was as if the water had swallowed him whole. She barely had time to gasp before his hands slid up her thighs, spreading them wider, guiding her hips forwards until the weeping willow’s submerged roots cradled her back.

The first touch of his mouth underwater was nothing like she’d imagined. The river itself seemed to pulse around her, the current coaxing her open as his tongue traced the seam of her. When he pressed inside, the water carried his every movement—gentle, then relentless, swirling in time with the eddies around them. She arched, her fingers clutching at the roots, her moan lost to the river as his lips sealed over her.

The sensations multiplied—the rhythmic push of the river between her thighs, the slick slide of his tongue, the occasional scrape of teeth that made her thighs tremble. He knew exactly when to pull back, letting the water’s flow tease her before diving in again, deeper this time, his nose brushing that spot that made her hips jerk. She could feel him drinking her in, not just with his mouth but with the river itself, the liquid warmth lapping at her skin in tandem with his tongue.

Her breath came in short, eager gasps, her nails digging into the moss as he worked her with a patient worship. Just when she thought she might break, he hummed against her, the vibration traveling through the water straight to her core. The sound he made was darker here, distorted by the depths—a monster's purr.

She barely recognized her own voice when she begged, the words spilling into the night air like a prayer. “Yes—there—don’t stop—” The river answered by surging around them, warmer now, as if it too was invested in her pleasure. His fingers joined his mouth, curling inside her with the same relentless rhythm as the current, stretching her in a way that made her toes curl into the silt.

Time slipped like water through her fingers. She couldn’t tell if minutes or hours passed—only that her body was no longer her own, but something malleable, shaped by his tongue and the river’s pulse. The pressure built in her belly, slow and inexorable, until she was gasping, her thighs trembling around his shoulders. The water distorted everything—his breaths, her moans, the slick sounds of his mouth on her—but she felt it all with crystalline clarity. 

Her climax hit like a riptide, dragging her under. She arched, her back lifting clear of the roots as the pleasure rolled through her—first in slow, shuddering waves, then in sweet, staccato pulses that locked her muscles and stole her breath.

The river carried it all, amplifying each tremor until she couldn’t tell where her body ended and the water began. His mouth stayed sealed to her, drinking her in as the current swirled around them, warm and insistent, pressing into every place he touched like liquid praise.

She came back to herself in fragments—the rough bark of the roots beneath her palms, the cool drag of the water over her flushed skin, the weight of Nokck’s hands still braced on her thighs. He surfaced with a sound like a satisfied predator, water cascading from his dark hair as he dragged his tongue over his lower lip, savoring her. The look in his eyes—half-lidded, possessive—made her stomach flip.

Aelyvria reached for him, her fingers trembling as they traced the curve of his jaw. He turned his face into her touch, nipping lightly at her fingertips before pressing a kiss to her palm. The gesture was unexpectedly tender, at odds with the feral hunger still simmering in his gaze. She tugged him closer, her legs tightening around his waist as she pulled him into a kiss that tasted of river water and shared desire. Their tongues met in a slow, intoxicating dance, sharing the very essence of their mythic bond. He devoured her mouth with a ravenous heat, drawing out the kiss until her mind melted into pure, euphoric submission. His lips parted for her with a low hum, his hands sliding up to cradle her ribs, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts.

The water shifted around them, pushing gently against her back, urging her to arch further into him. Nokck groaned into her mouth, his hips rolling forwards in a slow, testing motion that made her gasp. The linen barrier between them was torturous now—too thin to mute the heat of him, too thick to grant relief. She tore her mouth from his with a frustrated
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